They ſay when a Negre, 
Wou'd Tlephants win, 
To make em mo2e eager, 
The female entices, 
With luſtſul devices, 
And wheadles em in. 
AtWoman'sr Negre, 
And wozks by the arts J have told 
But were we adviled, 
They'd all be deſpiſed, 
And quickly grow mouldy, 
tho' they are wary, 
— and ſtoutly defend, 
ey love not to tarry, 
Wut *cauſe tis the faſhion, 
They'l ſtifle their paſſisn, 
And yeild in the end. 
Foz tho' they are wary, 
Pet try em a Sennight oz moꝛe, 
If ſtill they deny, 
And refuſe to comply, 
I me the Son of a Mhoꝛze. 
Perſwade the young Ninny, 
that boils in his blood, 
To part with a Guinny, 
His amarous rage, 
He may quickly aſſuage, 
And twill do him much good. 
Fo? ask the young Ninny 
The heat of whole paſſion is over, 
Ik he tells you his mind, 
Ile be hang' d ik you find, 
Pim ſozealous a Lover. 
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nhappy the wetch is, 
that's yok'd to a mate, 

His conſcience he ſtretches, 

To tell you moze Lies, 

Than old Argus had eyes, 
Df his bleſſed eſtate, 

Unhappy the wietch is, 
Be warn'd by another man's harm. 

Foz the Boys in the River, 

Chat chatter and ſhiver, - 
Wil tell you tis warm. 
Acyrſe on thoſe Noddies, 

Dull⸗xhiming complaints, 

Who cringing their bodies, 

Jn all their careſſes, 

And tedious addzeſſeg, 
Turn Women to Saints. 

A curſe on ſuch Noddies, 
By whom we in general ſuffer, 
But befo2e i le be rul'd, 
Any longer oz fool'd 


By a woman, i'le huff her. 


Then females adieu t pe, 
Pour reign's at an end, 
A fig foz your beauty, 
our painting and patches, 
n hopes of good matches, 


| In vain you may ſpend ; 


Adieu filly Females, 
Go find out new arts to delude, 
But if you expoſe em, 
Jfaith ile diſcloſe 'em, 
Andſo J conclude; 
g- field. 
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